"I TAKE THE SUN AND THROW IT . . ." 75
The water in her water jug might be ice in the
mornings, but she loved those days so much that
she wrote a verse about them:
Harsh and hard she lived to learn.
Round her swirled the young who seek
Pleasures easy, pleasures stern.
She alone, long week by week,
Happy, gay, made great her heart.
When fleeting time took her away
From lands of knowledge and of art
To earn her bread on life's gray way,
Oft times her spirit sighed to know
Again the attic corner strait,
Still scene of silent labour slow,
So filled with memory of fate.